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any more. A spear drove right through the middle
of the back, so that the point came out at the navel,
and the man fell holding his bowels in his hands. A
spear lamed a man at the knee, and a sword finished
him off. While one clasped the knees in supplication,
the other drove a sword right through into the liver,
and the black blood spouted out. A spear ran into
one ear and came out at the other. The blow of a
sword severed the head, and the marrow oozed from
the backbone. A spear pierced the belly at the middle,
and the consequences are what might be expected.
A frequent parting word spoken by the victor to the
dead was, " Now you will be of more service to
vultures than to your wife."

When Achilles, roused at last from his sullen with-
drawal to his tent, met Hector, the noblest character
in the story, he drove his spear through the thick part
of the neck, not severing the windpipe, and when that
chivalrous hero implored him by his life and knees
not to suffer the dogs to devour his body but to send
it home to the city, Achilles answered, " Dog, don't
talk to me about knees or home. I only wish I could
cut you in pieces and eat you raw ! But nothing
shall save you from the dogs and vultures. They will
eat you up every scrap." He drew the spear from
the neck and stripped the armour. Then all the
Greeks came running up, and each plunged his spear
into the dead body, saying, " It is easier to deal with
Hector now than when he was trying to set our ships
on fire." And all the time Hector's wife Andromache
was warming the water for her husband's bath, as she
always did when he had gone to the battle, just as a
miner's wife prepares the bath when her husband is
coming out of the pit. And afterwards lovely Helen
herself lamented for Hector, who was the only man,